The Safety Catch
Mr. Trumpet ignored this point and laid his hand on the tele-
phone.
"Let's ring him up now," he suggested, putting the nice clean
outfall works in his pocket.
"Good idea/* agreed Joe. "Do it quick, before Trebbe gets back."
Miss Plenditt answered the call with her hundred per cent,
voice.
Was Mr. Klooner in?
Not at the moment. Could she do anything?
Perhaps she could say when he would be in.
That was difficult. Would Mr. Trumper care to make an appoint-
ment? He clapped his hand over the mouthpiece, and spoke to his
companions. "You have to make an appointment to see him now,"
he said.
"Blimey," said Mr. Slogrund.
"Well," said Joe with urgent realism, "make an appointment
then. I want to see him, and the inside of his joint. I've heard it's the
most smashing office in the West End."
Noon to-morrow?
Miss Plenditt would book it.
"Then I shan't be able to come," protested Mr. Slogrund.
"So what?" demanded Joe, and Mr. Slogrund could think of no
reply.
The sweet red car stood at the entrance to Number Four Stinton
Street when Mr. Trumper and Joe Gearie arrived. Joe passed a
loving, indeed a covetous hand over its beautiful lines.
"Cor dam," he said, and Mr. Trumper required no explanation.
In a few moments they were ushered into John's presence by a Miss
Plenditt so adorable that it was a marvel she was ever able to usher
anybody out on her own. John sat at his desk and waved them to
chairs. They sat and gazed at their old colleague. This was not the
John who used to be late for work, and think up astounding reasons
for Mr. Gassdrop's wit to demolish; not the John who used to pay
his cheerful shilling for his cheerless square meal; not the John who
conferred in Gents' Lavatories. It was he who owned and drove the
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